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them, one and all, is certain, if law and evidence can
avail.

The Duff Greens are Duff Greys, on all days but
Sundays. Some of the figures in bayonet belts and car-
touch boxes, and have a fearfully bloody look. They
occasionally make a noise, very much in the feu de joie
style. I should think the eclat of the school, by all I hear,
a more settled thing than its gentility. It appears to be
matter of exultation that one of its members has got into
a college. I am told> artillery is the next step.

I am looking out for a match for Pumpkin, whose
name of right should be Molasses, when she shall set up
our lumber sleigh and two. The wood choppers are at
work at the Chalet, and shortly its trees will be blaxing in
the chimneys of the Flail,

The Henderson House feud is accommodated, the
gentleman having returned quietly to his allegiance cry-
ing peccavi. This is all right, and we shall get our neigh-
bors back.

We have no news here. The Colonel has gone on his
Winter's campaign, the Chief Justice is just back from
his especial term, and I believe Dick has got in his rents.
It snows, and your aunts meditate a flight, I shall be at
home to receive you, and you will find a large trunk in
waiting, a proof that we do not intend you shall remain
always.

Is not the Glentworth affair a most melancholy bit of
villainy? and yet a Grand Jury prevents the Judge who
would punish it, and lets the rogue go free. Depend on
it, my son, we live in bad times, and times that threaten
a thousand serious consequences, through the growing
corruption of the nation. If public virtue be truly neces-
sary to a republic, we cannot be one, but, unknown tourse to so
